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Popping Prayers like Candy 


They have a lot in common, prayer 
and candy do. The Skittles are bite- 
sized morsels, whispering through the 
mouth in a moment. Those Tootsie Pops 
take a while to reach the heart of the 
matter, a rich, chewy center. Then 
there’s the chocolate, a divine waterfall 
rushing over the tongue in a cascade of 
worship. Prayers are a 
sweet part of any daily 
diet, just like a little candy. 
The best difference 
between the two? Prayer 
contains zero calories. No 
need to watch the waist- 
line, enjoy your sweet 
prayer time. 

When I was a child, 
prayer didn’t taste so 
sweet. Rather, prayer was 
my Christian duty. It 
wasn’t a joy that could 
twirl me ‘round on a cot- 
ton candy carousel. If. 
prayer had been a joy, I 
would have pursued it like 
I pursued dessert. Every 
night I’d ask for cookies, 
or candy before bed. When 
in bed, head snuggled 
against my marshmallow 
of a pillow, I'd crave 
sweet dreams. Only occa- 
sionally would a stray 
thought pop me awake, 
reminding me that I’d yet 
to pray. Pd clasp my 
hands, squint, and recite: “Thank you 
Lord, for this day, and I pray, that you’d 
forgive my sins and bless us all amen.” 
With that out of the way, I could hush 
to sleep in peace, content that I'd 
checked prayer off of my “Good 
Christian Boy” list. 

Now that I’m older, I know that’s not 
prayer. That’s a scripted monologue 
echoing off the wall. In contrast, prayer 
is talking to God. It’s a father and child 
passing words, a conversation. Rote 
memorization is no conversation. A real 
conversation has back-and-forth 
between participants, consideration for 
what the other person is saying, and 
appropriate responses to the topics that 
come up in the moment. That’s what 
prayer is. 

As soon as I realized that prayer was 
a conversation, I stopped thinking of 
prayer as a chore. I began to practice 
conversing with my Lord and Savior. 
The spiel I'd spew became a chat, 


“pening with a signature greeting 
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before spiraling into specifics. I’d say, 
“Thank you Lord, for this day, and I 
pray...” followed by a conversation’s 
flow. 

Sometimes I'd ask questions: “What 
do you want from me tomorrow? Are 
you pleased? Could I have that new 
Game Boy game? Did you eat choco- 
late when you had a body? 
Did Israel even have choco- 
late? Are you laughing at me 
now?” (Sometimes I swear he 
was. Children can say the 
darndest things.) 

Other times, I’d offer prais- 
es. I'd compliment God on 
his ingenuity when making 
the monster plant, that weird 
flower thing that smelled like 
rotting beef and then grew 
into a skinny, bumpy tree as 
tall as the house, only to die 
a few weeks later before 


being reborn as the carcass flower in a 
year’s time. I myself would never think 
to create something so disgusting, yet 
fascinating. 

I'd thank God for things, like for my 
family or Lindor chocolate or his 
boundless love as deep as the laundry 
basket. (Though as an afterthought, I'd 
compare it instead to the sink—even in 
a family of six, I could take the week- 
end off from washing clothes, but there 
were few Sabbaths from dirty dishes.) 
Occasionally, I'd think of nothing more 
to say than, “Hi, God, how are you?” 
Then I'd sit and listen for his voice. A 
conversation has back-and-forth, after 
all. IfI thought he was pushing me to 
some topic, I’d bring it up. If he 
remained silent, I didn’t mind. As 
Simon and Garfunkel might say, God 
and I were old friends like bookends. 
We could sit in silence and bask in each 
other’s presence. I think he appreciates 
that more than we realize. 

When I pray, I feel like God’s reach- 


ing out a hand to me, asking me to 
dance. I twirl ‘round with him and 
know that prayer’s no longer a duty. It’s 
a joy. 

My prayers have grown flexible, loose. 
They no longer happen only at night 
before bed, nor do they often contain 
that rote element. Even my signature 
greeting has become amorphous. 
Though that’s not to say I never follow 
form. There’s a passage in the New 
Testament where Jesus’ disciples ask 
him to teach them to pray. Jesus offers 
them a prayer. I like the prayer. It has a 
great structure that seems to hit the 
marks of quite a fulfilling conversation. 
First, the speaker praises God, compli- 
menting him and acknowledging his 
glory. It’s kind of like a wife acknowl- 
edging that her husband’s lasagna 
smells so savory that saliva squirts in 
her mouth. Appreciation brings sugar 
into any relationship. 

Next, the prayer asks for the 
fulfilment of daily needs, like 
sweet, sweet candy (or, heartier 
and with fewer caloric conse- 
quences, perhaps food like that 
lasagna). Indicating one’s needs 
in a relationship is a key compo- 
nent to keeping both parties on 
the same page and ready to coop- 
erate towards the happiness of all 
involved. Perhaps it’s like the 
husband asking his wife to pick 
up some cream for the roulade he 
plans to make for dessert tomor- 
row. 

Then there’s a confession of sins, the 
speaker begging for forgiveness. 
There’s nothing like honesty when it 
comes to discussing our own failings. If 
we can’t admit we’ve messed up, how 
will anyone be able to trust us or help 
us? If the husband burns the roulade, he 
should just tell his wife, apologize for 
the cream and eggs wasted. She’ll 
understand and maybe even suggest 
breaking out the chocolate to salvage 
dessert. 

Finally, the prayer ends with once 
more ascribing glory to God, reiterating 
the importance of appreciation. The 
wife surely loves her husband just as 
much for trying as for failing to make 
her a fancy prune-and-orange roulade 
with Chantilly créme. The husband 
surely loves his wife for her forgiveness 
and compassionate offering of choco- 
late. Thanking each other for their 
graces will let both of them know how 
much theyre appreciated. 


That’s the prayer: adoration, a cry of 
supplication, a confession or two, and 
then more adoration. It’s really a great 
form that I sometimes use to help me 
focus my conversations with God. If the 
structure reflects key components in 
building a healthy relationship, it 
should help me build my relationship 
with my creator, 

The only problem is that, sometimes, 
it’s not a focus. It’s a script. 
Occasionally, I revert to the little kid 
screwing his eyes and repeating rote 
phrases, releasing a breath afterwards 
when my obligation’s fulfilled. It’s an 
afterthought, not a conversation. I 
caught myself doing it the other day. I'd 
stopped dancing with God and had 
begun spewing to the wind. 

I don’t think Jesus taught rote memo- 
rization. I believe he’s giving an exam- 
ple of a true conversation, one that 
brings fulfillment and a yearning to 
keep talking. I know there are times 
when I and my father (earthly rather 
than heavenly) get deep into a discus- 
sion. I'll be on the couch clutching a 
pillow to my chest, sitting sideways to 
face my father but my eyes faraway, 
both of us engaged so fully in the con- 
versation that we’re no longer looking 
at each other but now seeing each other 
so clearly, our minds grinding in tan- 
dem just a bit faster than our lips as we 
finish each other’s sentences and branch 
off into new topics. We question, we 
praise, we thank, we supplicate, we 
confess, and we adore one another as 
we talk about everything and anything. 
Neither of us realizes that the move 
from computers to music to my cooking 
to theology to geology to quantum 
physics has taken hours, our voices 
cracking but our hands flying through 
the air as we keep on speaking. 

To me, those hours are like chocolate: 
sweet, rich, and addictive, a pleasure to 
experience and to recall. Even when we 
argue or have differences of opinion, 
the conversations are worth it. I would- 
n't trade those talks for all the s’mores 
in the world. I savor every second 
spent, every syllable spoken. 

That, I believe, is the kind of conver- 
sation Jesus has with his father. I keep_ 
practicing prayer, hoping to build 
towards that relationship. I won’t settle 
for less than addiction. More than 
words, more than a dance, I crave 
chocolate, sweet chocolate that tanta- 
lizes my tongue for hours and eternities 
to come. 


